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A WOMAN'S TONGUE.

-‘A_l‘)—l?\uh(

Little Boy—Papa, what part of spesch is woman?
Fathor—Woman, my son, Is no part of spesch ; she's all of It

v Pardoned the Deceptlon.

Then son decelved me?”

“Yes, Alfred.™

“And you married me knowing that you
were rich?"

“Yes, Alfred.”

Ehe now concealed nothing, nothing of
the terrible flction whershy she bad Jed
aim to believe her poor.

“Can you forgive me, Alfred?"

With pleading, contrite eyes, she wateled
tn bleface the evidences of the struggle that
waged in his bosom.

“Yes,” he answered at last.
Itve it down.”

And they did.

He even quit Lils job, and devoted himsell
exclusively to liviog 1t down.—Detrolt

“We will

Tribune.

A Counvert.

Mr. Aardiey igrent orator}—Take your
hand from my pocket, vou villnin, This
ts robhery! Heip! FPoleg-e—""

Minoks Farmer—Git cut, ye plutycrat!
Hain't this h'yer pative money?

Mr. Hardley—Certainly; Lot 1 earned it
lecturing—**

Minols Farmer—* *Aroed nuthin'! Get
out! Fork uver! D'vée think ye kin pro-
perate native moncy an' pack “er round
fer yer own ose, w'en [ need "er? Fork,
and skip! Logic's logie."—Cleveland Plaia
Dealer.

- - - ———
Got n Tip.

Madge: “Have you learned to turt around
on your whoeel yel?™

Minnie: “0-o-b, yes—"

Madge: “Atrupuy?*

Minnis; *“*No, wvertcallis!™

THE WRONG KIND.

—— |

RURAL

Fuller Dust—TIa dis dar Free Preas?
Editor—Yes, sir,

Fuller Dust—Waoll, I'll Jus' step fn & minnit,

pants while J wait

I want creases pressed ln dese

Modesty and the "Thone.
7 hind o oow girl. Ehe was nol the
imporied articie, but was nativistic enough
tosatiely amentberof the A P.A . Bhecame
from semewhere 1o Iodinng and had never
seen A telephone. She was given a hasty
lesson i iis use, anild was told to answer it
when members of the family were absent.
The second afternoon everybody was out
but e Indiapa product. Bhe was io her
room. -

An heour before dlonér the female head
of the family returoed

“That thing In the closet was rincing for
ten miloutes this afternoon, ma'am,” suid
the oew girl

“Why did you not manswer it, as I told
you to do, Mary? mald the mistress.

“1 would have, ma'am,” sald Mary, *“‘only
I was ualf unidressed, and I was afraid it
migit be a man "—Chicago Tribune,

—_— ————
The Hrute.

Ehe— Don't you thinkihat thishatisa little
too young for me?

He—No. You are too old for the hat.—In-
dlasapolis Jouronl

.
Hard to Heat.
Hoax—Blikem 1s a sort of Jack-of-all
trades; e con do anything.
Joax—Yes, or anybody.—Philadelphis
Recond

He Hud Traveled.

A Windham county man, who rounded
ool seventy-five yeara of life without ever
polng moare than twenty miles from his
Lirthplace wna one day answering the
questions of a distingulshed Wostern vis-
fwr who had come on to the old town from
fur beyopd the Mississippi valley to learn
of the childhood of his father and moth-

| er, who were horn in Windham County. The
| old sottler gave the westerner Just the de-

talls the latter was seeking.

“And I suppose you bave nlways lved
arcund bere!" spld the man from beyond
the Missigsippl.

“Ol, no, " replied the native, *'I waaborn
two milesa from bere—Hartford Times.
.

An Up-todafe Answer.

Bonday-ichool Teacher—And, now, Janies,
how came Juub to siny Absalom in the
tree?

James, promplly—"Cua his football hair
got ketchied fnde llmby when be was makin®
& rush fersnfety.—Judge.

—_— e

Valkyrie and Dgfonder.
Dunraven, of the tribe of Quin,
Has bullt a bout to sall like sin,
But where or how the winds may send
ber,
Bhe 15 no match for the Defender,
—BrooklynStandand Unjon,

A CRUEL REVENGE.

The Slghted Lover Geia Up In His
Wruih and Waros the False One.
Blie was passing vp Hastings street In

the gloaming as he wos coming down,

and natural philosophy brought about a

meeting. .

“a:iss Jounson, kin 1 spoke to yo'?" he
querkd, as he halted.

“Yes, sir," sbhe rmeplicd. “Yo' kin spoke
righit yere, if yo' dun want to say sumihin®,”

“1'd rathier spoke to yo© in private.’t .=

“Yo' ean't do it. What yo' wanttosay?'"

““Miss Johmsin,™ he sald, afwr, flageting
about for a moment, “did yojgo Lo the
pa'ty wid dat nigger Swiper lns' plgla?™

“Yes, sah."

“An" did e buy lee cream and candy?*

“Yes, gal."

“AD' touk ¥U' 1o pupper?”

“Yes, sal.™”

“An' danced ebory dance wid yo,1™

“Yes, sali.” —

“An' did yo' promiseT™

1 did, an' what yo' gwine ter do "bout -
n**

“What T gwine ter do "bout 17 What 1
gwine ter do? 1'ze gwine ter git revenge!
I'ze gwine ter make It so drefful bad fur
yo' dat yu'll wish you'd nebber been bo'ul™
aupsp Jup op 20 anpwd of wof (nH,,
ter slash me whl a ruzor?"

“No, ma‘am! I'ze gwine ter do wuss'n
dat. I'ze gwine right up an’ get married
ter yo'r mudder, an' afore night 'l be yo's
stepfathier, an® moke de face ob (18 ainth
w0 bot fur yo' dat yo' will be callin® upon
de Lawd for meres! Good eveoin®, Miss
Jolinsin, Il see yo' later!”—Detmit Free
I'ress.

—_— —

TOLD IN RHYME.
It eeems to Le o fact, Indeed,
That give the mab an inch,
"T'will never hesitate to take
An I and make a lynch
=Detrolt-Tribune.
1 sce her tarn the cormer; =
1 bhesr her mannish tread,
1 feel an awliul presence
Toat fills my beart with dread.

Great Beott! sghe's drawing nuearer;
I'll vanish while 1 can
If sbe's the coming Woah,
Toen 1'm the golrg man
—Judge

He was & lettercarrier,
Aud had Just begun ta work,

Atd atill reindned some of the ways
He had when @ dry goods olerk

8o, when he handed the Ietters oput,
He foogquenily would say

“1 hope you'll ke theee vers well;
1s there anything clee to-day?”

—Clucinnatl Enquirer.

When 1 proporsd ehe did not blush
And ot a word was sald

The walden did not tell me yes—
Ehe situply shoovk ber bead

Bhe simply shook her head, and yet
No n in all 1be lown

Could e more plensed than [ was, for
Bhe shook it up and down

—Lite

—— W

Perry of Erle.
Now, hark ye, rolling o'¢® the wave,
A shout Is Jdrawing uear,
As'twere a charglng host that gave —
A mighty battle checr; v
Along the rippling whitecaps, speeds
The stircing song of noble
As glory trilled hor joyousmeeds
For men who knew Dok fepr.

Let rolling wave and mounfain peak
Fame's gladsome story tell,
Lét Liberty her triomph apeak
Through wiklly clanging bell—
Where floats the banner O the free,
Where Frendoin grects Its parent tree,
There, there, ob. loyal spirit,
The fame of Percy swiill
—Clevelind Pliin Dealer.

A Cheerful Answer,
The Profesor—We are led to helivve that

Caln #xiecded his brother Lo phiysicnl prow
ess, Do vou not understand it so? !
The Divinity Stade Not exactiy, W, |
It seving to e tuit the younger Doy wos |
decidedly more Abel bodied, |
- — - |
Easity Explaioed.

The Pollee Judge—TYou are clin
f witg o party of yr e i
strectd and annoring them Ly yolur atten
tiona, |

The New Women—Well. you see, judge,
1 have just returned from the sciside and
they were the first young men 1 had seen.

The Judge—idischnrgsd, Next casc.

- —_— - |
A Chicago Pioral, 1

Miss Lakeside, from Chlcago—Yes, papn
had guite o Jesperiate encountér one night
Just afrer the hig fire. He was get upon by
two feol pads—v - i

Jack—Foetpads?

Miss Lakiside—Why, yes; each of them
was o footpad.~Clevelaml Fross 1

A Promising Worlkl.
YA prosnise 18 made but to break™
Is a maxim the world loves to goote;
And o llve on which many mwen take
Great pleasure (n making & note.
To Catch "Em Both Ways.
Author—1've gut a great schieme (o make
afortune. 1'mn zolng to write a buok oo the
financial guestion. -
His Friend—Well?
Author—And then I'm going to writea
reply refuting it.—Chicago Recurd.
Be Not Curilons.
And I say to mankiod, Be uvot curlous
about God,
For 1, who am curfous about each, am not
corjous atout God,
(No array of Lerins can say bow much I
am at peace about God and about
death).

—Walt Whitman.

-
A Walsted Joke.

John Henrsy—It'e the medical fad now to
wear a knit Miannel band for indigestion.

Bam—1 can't endure anyibing of that
kind.

John Henry—Why not?

Bam—It gots ngalnst iny stomach.

brouglt Lilm

to'time,

To n Weather Propher.
Know thot fellor Kerkam, w'at runs ti'
wether sliofp
Tflain Louse, eTway up

" el tho, th' dernal con

cues,
i’ ured ay iy way he'sbumin' up
us.

Bz long o2 ¢t Wi

er durn,
For we knowod oz ow 1ot wus
wether hod € VAT

th' timeth'

|
|

z puamer, we dident keer

But now et'a in Septeaiber, an' he ain't got
|

call
Ter keep us all erstenamin’ an® erswetlin’
in th" fall.

Jos® ke thy' cuss, vonsarn hins, et aliers wuoz
thet

He's hin erfulln’ uv us sence Hizg” he cum ter
Bay:

We nx him fer dry wether, an’ th* clouds
begin ter bus',

An' wien er rain Wiz necded, he'd make et
dry ¢z dua'.

way.

Th' sun is jrs' erbiazin’. an' th' air don®
mnke er Etir,

An' I'd like ter know jes’ wat thet cuss 18
takin® peepal fer;

Th' guvernment hnin't put him thoare to act
In sichier way,

An' If Uncle Bam ud do w'at's rite, he'd

Jes’ ghut off his pay.

Et's geitin' on ter winter now, an' ‘cordin’
ter th' rool
Wat'siakl down in th' almanack, th' wether
ehud be cool;
Bo thet wether chark had bes' take keer an'
min' w'at hie's erbout,
Or eum day we'll jes’ go up thare an' bounce
th* eritter out.
—New Orleans Tunes-Democrat.
-
Grand Opportunity.

Mra. Snapshot (barsting Into her huos-
band's snugeery)—0, Henry, come quick]
Mamma Is haviog a fitl

Mr. 8papshot (Jumping up with alacrity)
—I'll be there io a minute. Where in thun-
der ia my camera’—Trath,

JEST AND EARNEST.

“Is hea good ball player?”

“He can play lke a pawnbroker.”

YLike a pawnbroker?

“Yes. Did you ever bear of one who
wasn't good oo the dlamupdi™

Wil the new woman preacher kisa the
bridegroom or the bride when she ties the
weddlng oot?

The wisc man s he who not only knows
the past, bot can mwake provision for the
future,

“The day of the bathlngdress joke Is
over untll next year,” observed the humor-
Ist regretluiiy.

“*There was mighty litt%e in it anyhow,”™
declured e summer-resort editor,

Fame awalts the woman who claims for
ber sex equal rights with man in the use of
propouns. 1t s unjust that ke, his and bim
should be used only Inspeakiog of mwen and
thelr longings.

Take away the joe eream joke,
It must now disappear.
All the girls want oyster stews—
Winter wlil soon be here,
Chicogo Times-Herald,
il
No Occeasion for Alarm.

Cunso—What do you think of the coming
woman?®

Cawker—8he ls not

worrying me. If

she walta to buttan her gloves sbe will
not arrive Iln your lifetime or miue.—
Judge.

— .

TOLD IN DIALOGUE.

Bporidmni’s Wile—Well, did you get any
flah?

sportsman—=XNo, hat I kKilled lots of worms
—Bomerville Journal.

“What do voo thinkof that?" sald Mr. Tad-
dells to his wife, as the two looked at an
Ezyplian mummy

“1 think the sntlernan must hnve been
prossedd for Lime,” replied Mrs. Teddells.—
Juilpe

“Oharkes Heoderson was smart.™

“How?"

“Why, just before his rich anche dled he
enlled the young fellow to him amd told Lim
he hmd declded (o eave hltn nething Duy
aulogiaph
Yo"

“And Chariie said

*All right," and then

drew up o cheek For $100,000 and totd the
i minn to put his aotegraph on it It
Plunse old man so much that e made lt
FIUL 0L = Boston Traveler.
Auntvy—Johtnle, you twust gever be afrald

to tell the tralh

Jolhinule—No, aunty. I sin’t. It's to tell
n lie witheat telog afrakl that bothers me.—
Life

“Aw, your gwandlather made hls mopey
in tradde, 1 pwosnme,”™ casuadly remarked

Lard lewhiskers

anpswered the rouns Amer-

veiling that the nobuliny
the real estute busi-
soun Eonow. “'—Indian-

sa  Bellioe tithes,

apoils Jourual
Mother—What U4 you do with the medl

+ 1lie doctur left for you?

I Boy—1 heand twere was g poor boy

e huvk siteet apd | : it arcund
and el it for b —Dandse Weekly News
= e ———

DON'T LAUGH.

For what use is the prowler’—Eumia
Tiaes >

That's easy. To rush It 2hoag.

Ox. “The West s &
make vur steak

8 it again
it- Tributie,
There woubln't have been any milk In
yman liad hind the
xuN Siluings.

the

s sed
L Here we

il coun

a stage, but some have
box seats wiille uthers bave 19 haog on be-
Ll

Tea —Now, aick, you may repeat
0 text.
Dick Hicks—1 don™t dast; me fadder is
a silver men—Harrisburg Telegrapl,

Bagley, In Bfooklyn—You rile a great
deal In the trolley cars, don’t you Eailey?

Balley—Yes; 8 good deal

Ragley—Do you have to, or is It conly a
fad?

DBafley—Well, you see, Bagley. If you're
Inside & trolley cor it can’t run over you.—
Junlge.

'8 be down pregty aoon, " said Johnny
to young Mr. Hankinson, “*It always takes
her a fong time to puy va hee good clothes.™

There wis a brief silence. It was broken
by Johnny:

“Some people think candy aln't good
for boys. It don't never hurt me. It sticks
right 1o my lungs and makes me grow.""—
Chicago Tribane.

*““Yeq,"” aald the Inventor, *T think I
see millions in 4t, If T can only get the
thing to work." -

““No doubt." -sald the doubting friend.
‘aWhat have yon in mind aow?™

“*A scheme for. confining cyclones in
bicycle Lires. Bee? There ia your ideal
motor, At merely the cust of capture.”—
Iodianapoiis Juurnal, .

Page For Those Who Like to Laugh

BAITED HIS BREATH.

# What was the reason he did not catch any fish 7"
*“ He baited his breath instead of the hook.™

Rondeyst. =
Cupld can see!
In alden da s the god was blind.
Now be can see.
He's wise, too, and will snare for thee
A sweethenrt sulted to thy mind—
Weaith, beauty, birth sthall be combined.
Now be can see,

Cupid can see!
0, youths unvoleed, take heart of grace,
Now he can see.
All done bis random yestenlay.
For with the tities he keepelh pace,
And, lo, there reigns, In Love's high place,
Cupldity.
—Bessle Gray,
-— e — .
Belhisoled to Courage.
Clevelander—I thought for a moment that
glrl o Bioomwers was surely golog o ride
over you, Waso't-you Beafed?
Biranger from Chicago—Me scared.
Young man, | wasn't born next door to a
stockyards to be scarndd by a call.

Therefore, No Thaw.

One excecdinglyy warm day in July &
neighbor met an pld man and remarked
that it was very hot

“Yea' pnid Joe, “If It wasn't for coe
thing I should say that we were going to
bave a thaw.™

*What is that?" inquired the friend

“There's bolhing Troze,” sald Joe —Th
Bits.

. B—
The Dectsion Went.

Tlera in the dost, foat-sore nod weary he
rell

“‘How sad, how unjusi!" the world cried,
*to perish in the very signt of home.™

But the umpire refused to reverse s dy
clalon.—Hockiand Tribone.

—_—————

Useless Trouble.
Ethel bertn, in runaway carrfage—0h,
Tenn, let us Juthp—qulck.
Tom, lelsurely—"Twoukl only be troubls
for nothing. We sball be thrown out ln &
minute.—Tit-Bits.

in the

JOHNNIE'S INTERRRETATION.
Father—You mustn't be selfish ! this will tea=h you it Is far betler to give than
recoive,
Johnnie—Ouch! Oh! Oh! Then you can have #t, pop. Jus’ stop and I'll give
it to you.

Specimen Breaks.
Acroms the wide expanss of -bluoa
With white wings spiread (o pride
The vachis, vach rope asioew beot
And stragzied o'er the tide—
What though the ¢oustry held its breath
An the beam swung toand fro—
The end makes rich amends forall,
It's got the chance to blow, -

Let whistles shrick their best and toot,

High o'er their din |s heard
The music of n scream that marks

The naton's chosen bird.

Its plumage still unruffied les,

And i Jolin Bull hopes to set
One feather in his yachting cap

The time is Dot come yet.

=Fhiladelphia Times.
-
A True Friend.

Miss Summerma lid—1 bandly know wheth-
er to be angry with little Chartey Tape-
counter or not

Mies Ennyglrl—Why, dear?

“He suld becould guvas iny age, and when
T dared bim to he sakd be thought too moci
of me to do o befare others, —Cincinnatd
Enquirer.

—— B O—
Why doos the crcls mailden ride
As fust as e'er she can?
Doubtless her keen eye hath descried
Not far abead—a suant
—New York Reconler.

Affiicted Indeed.

A blind man was singing in the street,
with & crowd atout him. A lnds and gen-
tleman stopped 8 moment in passing. Sald
she: “lam't it awfolly sad™"

said be: “Under the clrcumstances, yei.
What a pity the poor man wasn't deal; then
it wonldo't be prarly so bad for Bim."—-
Buston Transcript,

—_—
Washington, D. C.

“gay, pop, what dues the leiters D. O,
mean dat day always puts sfter Washing
ton?"

“pey means daddy of his covntry, yo'
fool chile. yo' Way doan yo' read hist'zy.™
—Judge.

—_— ——————
Retribution.
Bringz on the rope, while roars a sboot
f anger, Inr and high—
With bawes full and two men nut,
.The villiin's muffed a iyt
—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
-
A Raillroad Adrvocate.

“I'm in favor of railroads,” sald the
editor.

“You are™'

*“Yes, they're a great institntiom; bad

my leg ent off and got £5.000 damages and
a ponsion for life. If it had only been my
bead I'd have owned the road."—Atlan.
ta Coopstitution.
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THE UMPIRE’'S DECISION.

—— 009 DP9D

—feooeogyg

E

1—EBaysit and Hybnll were rivals glum
For the hand of Minnle Geranlum,

2—0One squeezed hia ball, one seized his uat,
A scowl of hate on each visage zat,

§—The well aimed ball smote Baysit's bead,
Whiie Baysit's bat smashed Hyball dead.

§—FEach breast was filied by murder dire
As Minoie's gaze fanned Love's desire,

oo >

8—Dead sflence filled the fisld's sxpanse
‘While they chuekod them in the mmbulanos

!

Of ber—wweol Minnie Geranium?

§—Alas for Love! what has beeome  T—She has not wept, #he has not aighed
But has skipped the lown as the umpire's Lride,
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